Please Let Me 


Author: gunsnrosesxx 
Bands: Def Leppard 
Characters: Rick Allen, Steve Clark 


Relationships: N/A 


Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Thu Mar 03 201b 08:22:37 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Let me help you 


| watched him. Closely. Intently. Watching him sip away at his pint, watching him fall to pieces in front of my 
very eyes. It was like a knife slashing my skin and burying itself deep within my flesh. The emotions were too 
much for me to handle. | already had my limb ripped away from me, but this pain was worse. I+ was immense. 
A pain that ripped your emotions raw and a pain that left you all alone. | wanted to help, help him find his way 
in life. We all did, we love the guy. He's not just a guitar player in Def Leppard, he is so much more. My 


brother, my friend, my lover. 


| recall when | first met him. My audition. | was watching him. He was watching me. He had that look of 
desperation and pain glistening in his eyes. In that moment in time, | could never understand what could hurt 
him so much to appear that desolate, until time moved on. | listened to him and learnt all about him and his 
life. His sorrowful words pushed away my tender affection constantly. He wouldn't let me help and he still won't 
now. | love him, why cant he see? Why cant he feel? 


| watch you as you continue to sip your beer, oblivious to my existence in the room. Frowning, | watch as you 
lift your cigarette from the ash tray and | stare as you inhale, smoke burning through your soul. You drink 
the remains, and order a another drink. | watch. | watch you, Steve. Slowly and agonisingly, | watch you kill 


yourself, unknown to the damage you inflict upon yourself. Everyday | watch you fall. And | try to pick you 


back up. 


| see you, | hear you, | feel you. I'm here, for you. | always have been and | always will. | love you more than 


life itself, but your ignorance blinds you to see what your doing to yourself. 


Suddenly, from across the crowded pub, your eyes meet mine. | watch you, you watch me. Your saddened eyes 


meeting mine, your false crooked smile displaying itself upon your angelic face, | return your false gesture. 


| stand, and you acknowledge. | slowly make my way through the crowd, to finally stand before you, | sit. | wait. 
As moments pass, memories fade, | release my long, built up feelings for you. All | could bare to whisper were 
the sweet longing words that built in my heart for years. "I love you, Steve.Let me help you, please let me". 

With that you smile. A genuine smile, that I've never seen before. You place your hand over mine and whisper 


‘| love you too.my Thunder God" 


